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" That's a damned lie. Look where your backside is and
where mine is! "
" Don't talk through the back of your neck.    Lie still."
" The heU I will!  Go on, get over! "
And I gave the offending backside a butt with my own, but
in the expectation of some such assault it had wedged itself
firmly. It was immovable as rock. But we were both so
exhausted by this encounter that it ended as did all the
others. We sighed and lay down as before in cramped
misery until it was the turn of one or the other of us to crawl
out of the bag and keep watch over the fire in the entrance.
The vultures found the seal meat. Buried though it was
beneath a mound of old snow a foot deep to which the
night's new fall had added another foot, yet the Stinker
petrels found it. Until now they had sometimes stood upon
the snow slope afar off watching us, but our constant coming
and going around the shelter had kept them off. But now
that we had been lying inside hidden for many hours they
plucked up courage, believing us to be gone. They came
hopping and waddling down the slope on their spade-like
feet, their wings outspread, their necks stretched forward.
They uncovered our larder and dragged it forth, gobbling
and tearing at it, driving each other off and ever returning
with ungainly sidelong hops. But in their ghoulish rivalry
they betrayed themselves. We heard their indecent croak-
ing as they fought for what we chose to call our own.
Whichever of us was keeping watch again and again crawled
out from the entrance into the bitter wind and flying snow
to drive them off. These sorties were difficult. They were
exhausting. For all the watchman wished to do, particu-
larly if the watchman were myself, was to cower over the
stove and shiver.
" Those blasted birds again! "
You pushed the stove out of the entrance so that, on your
hands and knees, you could just squeeze between it and the
snow wall that Matheson had thrown up around the door-